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home and children. We wanted security and standing in the com-
munity. I wanted desperately to belong to somebody.
After my mother's death when I was nine I didn't seem to belong
anywhere. One day I had a home and a place in the world. Then
my mother died of a heart attack, and in two-weeks' time our family
fell apart. My brother and my sisters, who were older, scattered,
and my father couldn't take care of me. I stayed with four different
aunts in succession. I adjusted my ways to their ways, but none of
them wanted to keep me. At sixteen I was sent to the Pacific Coast
to live with my oldest sister. She was newly married, and her hus-
band objected to my coining. My bed was in the living room, but
the walls were so thin that night after night I could Jiear them in
the bedroom arguing about me, and my heart would nearly break I
finally moved in with a high-school classmate, whose parents oper-
ated a greenhouse. I earned my keep by working in the greenhouse.
Nobody was unkind to me, but it wasn't my family, and I didn't feel
I belonged there.
When I met Josh I was nineteen and had my own one-room
apartment. There was a peanut-sized kitchenette, and I bought a
big second-hand refrigerator just for the pleasure of seeing my own
food on the shelves. I was working as a secretary and attending col-
lege in the evenings and cooking two meals a day as well. Josh, who
stared a bedroom with another boy, proposed to me in that apart-
ment. I had baked a meat loaf for him. As I set the meat loaf on
the card table and began lighting the candles, he asked me.
I was too awed and impressed at marrying a banker—as I
thought of Josh in those days—to be curious about his prospects and
the exact amount of his income. I didn't know Josh's salary at the
time was $180 a month, less than mine, and that after banking hours
he was working part-time as an usher in a motion picture house. He
wiped out his saving account to buy my engagement ring, which
was sweet of him but was foolish, too.
I held my job out of sheer necessity until Lillian was bom. I was
disillusioned with marriage before my honeymoon was over, al-
though I did my best to conceal it. In my girlhood I learned not ti>

